THE BRETHREN EVANGELIST. 


A Reverie. 


in j. a. woitsT. 
Fifteen years ago and how slowly the days turn- 
ed themselves ' into weeks and months and how 
seldom the annual mile- atone was greeted. To- 
day, how they chase each other in their eager, wild 
flight ! Two days ago I reached my thirty-fourth 
birthday ; to-day is Christinas, and one week hence 
another year will be ushered in. How time flics ! 
To-day my mind wanders back over life's pages 
and conjures up the scenes of other days. Away 
back in Wayne county, Ohio, a dozen school rooms 
loom up resplendent with the merry eyes ot chil- 
dren pursuing their studies — alas t children no 
more, but men and women from middle age down 
to fifteen, filling honored stations in life. Some, it 
is true are sleeping in the silent grave. Were all 
those years so ardently spent in daily toil for the 
advancement oi intelligence thrown away?. Do 
those men and women now in the vigor and fresh- 
ness of active life ever look back as I do and re- 
call the happy days when we met in the school 
room V As they go plodding along, upon the 
farm, in other school rooms, within college halls, 
in the work shop, visiting their patients, or plead- 
ing tin- cause of clients before the bar of justice, 
do tin ■> feel that my labors are remotely connected 
with their present progress and future success ? 
Whether they do or not, it is gratifying at least 
to me to know that many of them are doing well 
and mji i iv are even now well advanced iqion the 
road to honor and are a glory to their age and 
country. When the five hundred odd pupils that 
front out from under my care have given the world 
the best efibrts of their genius and passed from the 
activities of life, will the world have felt, directly 
or remotely, anything that resulted from my school 
room labors r" 

Then there is Mohican, now Fair Haven, where 
the eloquence ot P. J. Brown, H. S. Jacobs, Wm. 
k idler and others, so often thrilled their audiences 
with the simple story of the cross until, with many 
others wc felt the need of a Savior, and finally un- 
der the matchless logic of Bashor we submitted to 
complete obedience. After that an intimate rela- 
tionship with thousands who constituted the frus- 
pel Preacher family, and later still several years in 
the ministry, forming lasting acquaintances and I 
hope bonds that time cannot break and memories 
that will live green until one by one we close our 
eyes in death. All these tender reminisences come 
crowding thickly whenever we allow our thoughts 
to whig their way back over the brief period of 
twelve years. And yet what little have we each 
performed — what a meagre biography have we 
each wiittcn compared with what we might have 
accomplished, 

Looking forward, what of the future ? In the 
rolling years before us and the possibilities at our 
command, will the days be rife with messages of 
devotion to a great cause ? Shall the seal of our 
devotion be stamped upon the brow of the public 
and our great zeal touch and thrill the hearts of 
thousands ? These are the reflections of the hour. 
It is pleasant to think of these things and yet a 
tinge of sadness creeps over the scone as we look 
back over prairie, and forest, and time, and -peer 
into the busy school rooms again, and in imagina- 
tion look over the audiences from the pulpits of 
Fair Haven, Ashland, Owl Creek, Jonathan's 
Creek, Hush Creek, Bear Creek, Farmersville and 
many others. How the soul mounts up to grasp 
those eager hands again and the eyes kindle back 
the love so often felt ! The magnetic current still 
throbs and all feel its life- beat though scattered 
over the mighty expanse between the seas. The 
pilgrim bark still weathers the life gale with most, 
hut occasionally a frailer one goes down in the 
tempest — some in mid ocean, some near the shore- 
line of beginning, and others away by the reefs 
that line the farther shore. 

Ah ! memory thou art a casket filled with jew- 
els rare, and not unmixed with baser relics. Thou 
canst roll back the curtain of the past and dupli- 
cate the visions of love and tenderness, but the 
evil that was will fringe its borders also. Thou 
art just and imiiartial, and no man can bribe thee. 
"Has your life been a success ?" "Don't know." 
The fool asks."] low much money haveyou made?" 


"None." The wise man asks, "What have you 
done to advance knowledge, to promote Christian- 
ity, to lift the age out of the ruts of bigotry and 
superstition ? How much have yoti done toward 
making the world what it ought to be'r"' "But 
little." No one can do much, but the aggregated 
volume of what all can do and are doing will add 
much to the sum total of human progress. 

The wise man and the fool may continue the 
discission indefinitely as to what constitutes a 
successful life, and while the fool may ever have 
the popular verdict, yet mere wealth adds hut lit- 
tle to a man's character. It is what a man does, 
rather than what he has, that will live in green 
freshness long after he is gone. A busy life de- 
voted to the well being of humanity is a far richer 
legacy to leave posterity than bank accounts and 
broad acres, yet few can see it in that light. It 
will make life more sacred and death sweeter than 
golden ingots ; and when the goal is reached and 
the throbbing pulse is stilled it will point to a 
more enduring inheritance than all the wealth of 
kings can provide. 


The New Year. 

An essay mart by sister Lottie F. Duck at the prayer meeting 
In New Enterprise, Pa,, on Sunday evening, Jun. 4tti, IHK5. 

The old year has gone, and the New Year has 

dawned upon us. What it has in store tor us, we 

know not. We are not permitted to lift the veil ot 

futurity and see. The past and the present we 

know, but the dim. shadowy future we know not, 

nor do we care to know, but leave it in the hands 

of an all- wise Providence. As each rolling year 

goes by wescarcely realize the rapidity of its flight 

until it has fled into eternity and has left us on the 

verge of a New Year. 

Time makes rapid strides, and we are being ear- 
ned on its wings through all these fleeting years, 
on to the brink of the river of death. L 't us pause 
and reflect over the past, determine in our minds 
whether our course in life has been such as would 
meet the approval of a just God. If wc find it has 
not been such, then let us bury the dead past, 
and begin to make amends by leading more con- 
sistent lives, and following closer the footsteps oi 
our master. May we all try so to live through 
this New Year, and through all coming years that 
the world may be better for our having lived. If 
we cannot do great things, our little acts of kind- 
ness and deeds of love shall not lose their reward. 
If we but drop a word of cheer and sympathy to 
earth's weary ones, or throw the sunshine of our 
smiles across the path way of the careworn and op- 
pressed, though they seem trifles and cost nothing 
their worth eternity alone can tell. 

It will be more honorable to have such a record 
in our favor, than to have our names recorded for 
some great deed in the annals of history. Time 
and timely things shall pass away but a life well 
spent and the good seed sown will reach beyond 
this present life into the glorious hereafter. 


Dust on the Knees. 

A minister leaving a bouse where he had been 
praying, noticed dust on his knees, He brushed it 
away; but it was nothing to be ashamed of. A 
man seeking work at a place of business was sum- 
marily refused, as he could produce no credentials 
or recommendations. As he sadly left the place, 
one of the proprietors noticed dust on his knees. 
He inquired the cause of it, and the man confessed 
that before he started out in search of work he had 
gone before God upon his knees, asking that His 
guiding and directing hand might be upon him. 
The proprietor was not a religious man, but he re- 
membered that he had once had an employee who 
was accustomed to have dust on his knees, He de- 
cided to hire the stranger without further credent- 
ials, and found him through many years a faithful 
servant. 

When a man comes from his chamber in the mor- 
ning with dust on his knees, when a man leaves 
his vestry tor his pulpit with the same mark, wheu 
he comes from among the suffering and the dying 
with this token — it is nothing to be ashamed of. 
It is a mark of power; it is a sign of high privil- 
ege — the privilege of going to the throne of grace; 
it is a mark of faithful service. It is a token that 
he who bears it has access to One who is higher 
than the highest, snd mightier than the mightiest. 
—Ex. 


The Character or Christ. 

HY JRNVIK KOONTZ. 

Whoever considers with attention the character 
of our blessed Lord as it may be collected from the 
various incident)* and actions of his life (for there 
are no elaborate descriptions of it, no enoouiums 
upon ii by his own disciples,) will soon discover 
thai it was in every respect the most excellent 
that ever was made known to mankind. H we only 
say of him what even Pilate said of him and what 
his bitterest enemies, cannot, and do not deny, 
"that we can find no fault in him," and that the 
whole tenor of his lite was hlameles-t. This is more 
than can he said ot any other person that ever 
came into the world. But this is going a very little 
way indeed in the excellency of his character. He 
was not only free from every failing, but he pos- 
eased and practiced every imaginable virtue. 
Towards his heavenly Father he expressed the 
most ardent love, the most fervent, yet rational de- 
votion, and displayed in his whole conduct the 
most absolute resignation to his will and obedience 
to his commands. His manners were gentle, mild 
condescending and gracious. His heart overflow- 
ed with kindness, compassion and tenderness to 
the whole human race. The great employment of 
his life was to do good to the bodies and souls of 
men. In this all his thoughts and all his time 
were constantly and almost incessantly occupied. 
He went about dispensing his blessings to all 
around him in a thousand different wavs, healing 
diseases, relieving infirmatics, correcting errors, 
removing prejudices, promoting piety, justice, char- 
ity, peace and harmony, and crowding into the 
narrow compass of his ministry more acts of mer- 
cy and compassion, than the longest life of the 
most benevolent man upon earth, ever yet produc- 
ed. Over his own passions he had obtained the 
most complete command, and though his patience 
was continually put to the severest trials yet he 
was never overcome, never bet raj ed into any in* 
temperance or excess in word or deed, never once 
spoke unudviscdly with his lips. He endured the 
cruelest insults from his enemies with the utmost 
compos; i . . meekness, patience and resignation, dis- 
played astonishing fortitude under a most painful 
and ignominious death, and to crown all, in the 
very midst of his torments on the cross, implored 
forgiveness tor his murderers in that divinely chari- 
table prayer, "Father, forgive them, for they know 
not what they do." 

Nor was his wisdom inferior to his virtues. The 
doctrines he taught were the most sublime and the 
most important that were ever before delivered to 
mankind, and every way worthy of that God from 
whom he professed to derive them and whose Sou 
he declared himself to be. His precepts inculcat- 
ed the purest and most perfect morality, his dis- 
courses were full of dignity and wisdom, yet intel- 
ligible and clear, his parables conveyed instruction 
in the most pleasing, familiar and impressive man- 
ner, and his answers to the many questions that 
were put to him, showed uncommon quickness of 
conception, soundness of judgment, and presence 
of mind, completely bathed all the artifices and 
malice of his enemies, and enabled him to elude all 
the snares that were laid for him. From this short 
and impeded sketch of our Savior's character it ia 
evident that he was beyond comparison the wisest 
roan that ever appeared in the world. 


I>« While Vou (nil. 

God gives us opportunities tor the jierfonnaucG 
of duties. If the opportunity is used, the work is 
sure to be at once accomplished. If the oppor- 
tunity is neglected, the work may be left undone. 
Wo are to "do good to all men as we have oppor- 
tunity ;" but we must watch our opportunities 
ami improve them. or it will be too late to do the 
work. Our life is a vapor ; our circumstances may 
change ; and opportunities unimproved to-day may 
never again come within our reach. 

We are to do our duty to our friends while we 
have them ; wc are to be faithful to onr children ; 
for if we neglect them they may soon be gone from 
our sight. We are to do good with our wealth 
while we have it ; if we neglect this, ore we are 
aware, our riches will tako wings and fly away to 
return no more. The present is the time tor repent- 
ance, the time for obedience, the time for faithful- 
ness and activity ; the time, which, if improved, 
will be fruitful iii blessing, but which, if neglected, 
will leave us without hope, without fruit, and 
without excuse, — S«l. 


